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In the hustle and bustle of the backstage area, no one saw Tracii. Or at least no one paid him any attention. He 
didn't seen to care either. At least Phil wasn't bitching at him. Things had become tense in the past months 
with Phil and Tracii, and Tracii had quit. 


He had his own LA. Guns band. An ill-advised move to be sure. But again, Tracii didn't give a shit. And if Phil 
didn't like it, that was tough. After all it was Tracii who coined the name. He thought. He actually was so blazed 
he couldn't remember. Giggling stupidly he blew into the drink before him, a White Russian, and watche the 


bubbles rise from the glass and over flow. 


"Real mature, Guns." Phil rolled his eyes, his arms crossed over his chest. He had appeared before Tracii's 
table like a ninja "Come on, if you're gonna use my band name, at least act like a fucking rockstar." 


Tracii looked up at Phil from under his thick black bangs and stuck out his tongue. "Fuck you, Phil. The hell you 


even want?" 


"I wanna talk to you about the band name." Phil scowled, his dark eyes smoldering. Tracii took a moment to 
asess him there; still looking tight in black leather pants and a leather vest. A thick chain around his neck 
almost convinced Tracii he was bad ass. But he knew better. 


"Fine. lets step into my dressing room, alone." Tracii stood, hoping he wasn't stumbling too much. He felt Phil's 
eyes on his back, smoldering. Damn him and his smoldering eyes he was going to dump water in them and ut 
out that heat, it made Tracii damned uncomfortable. 


In the dressing room, Tracii shut the door and locked at Phil boredly 
"Okay. Say whatever it is and get the fuck out! 

"| want you to stop using LA Guns name," he said simply. "That is all 
"Make me." Tracii crossed his arms and glared lightly. 


"What do you mean? You own half the music and the name, | can't fucking make youl | am asking you as a 
gentleman, which | realize is a stretch for you, to drop it" Phil's voice was rising to an annoying pitch and 
coupled with his accent, Tracii could barely catch a word. "I don't understand why you are doing this. Is it 
because.of Stacey?" 


Tracii's expression betrayed him, the pain in his eyes was evident. he refused to answer, rather he jerked 


away and walked over to the make up table. 


"It is Stacey. Tracii we talked this over. | didn't know, man." Phil moved closer and grabbed the guitarist chin, 
forcing him to look him in the eyes. "Stacey meant nothing to me. | didn't know you felt that way--l thought 


you were with her and--| was hurt. | lashed out. | am sorry." 


"Lashing out is punching me in the god damned face, Lewis. Not sleeping with my best friend!" Tracii had a 
rogue tear escaping his eye and slipping down his cheek. "She is-- special. Just like Junko was to you. Bitch, 
don't give me that lashing out shit." 


Phil realized the extent of his damage then. Tracii had a girlfriend and Phil was furious, even though he was 


married. Phil had always been a posessive controlling bastard. "Fuck me. | am sorry." 
"Fuck off" Tracii grumbled. 


Phil was also a hot head who didn't take kindly to his apologies, which were hard enough for him to make, to be 
brushed off. he grabbed his former band mates throat and forced him to stand. Tracii was just startled 
enough to do it. And then Phill issed him, forcing him against the wall behind him. 


Tracii was the bigger man, but for some reason he didn't feel the need to fight. It had been too long since he 
had felt the silky skin and the heated breath of the singer. Phil always tasted like mint. The combination of 
that and the cologne he was wearing was a heady mix that had Tracii buzzing, and his dick rock hard. 

Phil slipped his fingers down the other mans side and to his hips, pressing their arousals together. Leather 
encased iron rubbing against denim covered steel. It had been too long. Tracii panted and stared at Phil and 


those fucking smoldering eyes. 


| hate you." He murmured, even as his hands circled Phil's waist and traced his buttocks. "Why are you doing 


this?" 
‘| want my band name back," Phil said calmly. He never took his eyes off the other. 
Tracii snarled, "Suck my cock, Lewis." 


"Finel" Phil sank to his knees, quickly unzipping Tracii's jeans and freeing the strong manhood that stretched the 
denim. 


Tracii watched in disbelief, and half expected Phil to bite him. But he dared not move. This was so long coming. 
Phil like his ass fucked, Phil like oral sex, but Phil never liked giving it. Tracii watched mesmerized as he took 
the shaft into his mouth. Phil curled his tongue and cradled the thick manhood, suckling and drawing it in and 


out of his wet mouth. 


‘Its true, lead singers do have the best mouths." Tracii groaned, fisting the inky black hair on the head that 


was taking his cock all the way down his throat. "I wonder what Vince Neil is working with." 

Phil grunted and nipped, earning a yelp and a hard jerk to his scalp. 

He didn't mind, though. A little rough play was fine by him. Tracii was starting to get tense, his orgasm coming 
to the surface. Phil could taste the precum. It was salty and bitter, but so was Tracii. He grimaced and sucked 
harder. Fireworks exploded in front of Tracii's eyes as he reached his peak. His whole body shook as he filled 
Phil's mouth. 

Phil got most of it, and swallowed. Some spilled onto his chin and Tracii couldn't help but smile. 


"That was amazing, Phillip. | still don't like you though." Tracii moved to clean up and right his clothing. 


"Be that as it may, can | have the LA. Guns name back?" Phil casually stood, wiping off his chin and fixinghis 


hair in the mirror. "Stacey is gone.” 
Tracii chuckled. "Sure, Phil. You can have it. Seeing as you just sucked my balls dry for it" 


"Fuck you, Tracii." 


"You're welcome, Phil.” Tracii glanced up to see him leave the room. 
Suddenly the dressing room was empty and he was lonley again. 


Damn that Phil, Tracii flipped over the small snack table. 


